206 to the hotel, which was now as warm as toast, and went
promptly to bed.
. ' In the morning we set out for Mycenae which the Bur-
rells had not yet visited. The air was crisp, the road free
and dear, and we were all in good spirits. The Pelopon-
nesus affects every one in much the same way, I imagine.
The best way that I can express it is to say that it is like a
soft, quick stab tc the heart. Durrell, who was raised near
the Tibetan frontier in India, was tremendously excited
and confessed .that at times he had the impression of being
back in India, in the hill country. As we neared Mycenae
he was even more impressed. Always voluble.and articu-
late, I observed with pleasure that he was silenced.
This time, being equipped with a flashlight, we de-
ddeyi to descend the slippery staircase to the well Durrell
went first, Nancy next, and I followed gingerly behind.
About half-way down we halted instinctively and debated
whether to go any farther, I experienced the same feeling
of terror as I had the first time with Katsimbalis, more,
if anything, since we had descended deeper into the bow-
els of the earth. I had two distinct fears—one, that the
slender buttress at the head of the stairs would give way
and leave us to smother to death in utter darkness, and
two, that a mis-step would send me slithering down into
the pit amidst a spawn of snakes, lizards and bats. I was
tremend&usly relieved when Durrell, after much persua-
sion, consented to abandon the descent. I was thankful
that I was first now instead of last When we reached the
surface I was in a cold sweat and mentally.still going
through the motion of kicking off the demons.who were
trying to drag me back into the horror-laden mire. Think-
ing back, on it now, after a lapse .of months, I honestly
believe that I would rather be shot than forced to descend
that staircase alone. In fact, I think I would die of heart"
failure before ever reaching the bottom.

